The comrade in charge of an "inn" at one frontier 59
post came under the suspicion of the authorities. It
was necessary, in this emergency, to move his supply
of books quickly. Five women were sent to bring them
away, and a contest developed to see who could carry
the most. There were some hundreds of copies of one
book that weighed nearly a pound.
One woman, Marja Koplewska, whose P. P. S. name
was "the beautiful lady/7 took seventy-five copies. So
weighed down, it was cumbersome for her to walk, and
very fatiguing; but she was a good soldier and walked
three-quarters of a mile to the railroad station. There
Pilsudski met her and they found places where she
could sit in the corner and he next, for fear a chance
touch give away their secret.
They had to travel all night. "The beautiful lady"
dozed off, then suddenly groaned.
"What is the matter?" Wiktor leaned over her to
ask.
She made no answer, but sat bolt upright, and from
time to time groaned quietly. Was it because she was
so uncomfortable, sitting in a jolting train in a casing
of seventy-five books? He slept a little and she wakened
him when the train slowed up for their station. She
looked pale, her face was tearstained, she was plainly
suffering intensely. She set her teeth and spoke in a
low tone.
"'My harness has broken. The ends of the steel are
cutting into my body. How shall I walk through the
station?"
"Take my arm. We'll go very slowly. Brace up,
you can get as far as a doroshky."
It was hard, but she managed somehow, with his
help. Once at home, she undressed and found her body
bleeding and cut. It was a fortnight before she could
wear her corsets again.

